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Poems* 

For who 5 * fo dumbe that cannot mite to thee. 

When thou thy felfe doft give invention light ? 

Be thou the tenth Mufe, ten times more in word' 
Then thofe old nine which rimers invocate. 

And he that cals on thee, let him bring forth 
Eternall numbers to out- live long date. 

If my flight Mufe doe pleafe thefe curious dayes. 
The paine be mine,but thine (hall be the praife. 

Oh how thy worth with manners may I fing, 

W hen tho u art all the better part of me ? 

What can mine owne praife to mine owne felfe brin° 
And what is’t but mine owne when I praife thee, b 
£vtnfor thisdet us devidedlive, 

And our deare love loofe name of fingle one. 

That by this reparation I may give i 
That due to thee which thou dcferv’ft alone • 

Oh abfence what a torment wouldft thou prove. 
Were it not thy fourc leifure gave fweet leave. 

To entertainethe time with thoughts of love, 

.Which time and thoughts fo fweetly doft deceive. 
And that thouteachcft how to make onetwainc. 
By prayfing him here who doth hence remaine. 
Take all my loves, my love,ycatakc them all. 

What haft thou then more then thou hadft before ? 
No love,my love, that thou mayft true love call. 

All mine was thine, before thou hadft this more • 
Then if for my love, thou my love received, 

1 cannot blame chee,for my love thou-ufeft, 

Bur yet be blam’d,if thou this felfe dcceavcft 
By wilfull tafte of what thy felfe rejfufeft. 

I doe forgive thy robb’ry gentle cheefe 
Although thou ftcale thee all my povertie $ 
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Teems. 

^nd yet love knowes it is a gieater gt/efe 
• To beare loves wrong, then hates knowne injury. 

Lafcivious grace. in whom all ill well ihowes, 

; Kill me with fpights yet we nauft not be foes 


Lejfe andgAtne. 

»-rHofe pretty wrongs that libertic commits, 

* When I am fome times abfent from thy hearrj 
Thy beautie, and thy ycares foil well befits. 

For ftill temptation followes where thou ait. 

Gentle thou art, and therefore to be wonne, 

Beautious thou 3 rt, therefore to be aflailed. 

And when a woman wooes,what womans fonnej 
Will fourely leave her rill he have prevailed. 

Aye me : buc yet ihcu mightft my featc for beare. 

And chide thy beautie 3 and thy ftraying youth. 

Who lead thee in their ryot even there 
Where thou art forc’t to break a twofold truth : 

Hers by thy beautie tempting her to thee* 

Thine by thy beautie being falfe to me. 

That thou haft her it is not all my griefe. 

And yet it may be fayd I \w'd her dearely. 

That (he hath thee is of my wayling cheefe, 

A leffe in love that touc *esme mote neerely. 

Loving offendors thus I will cxcufe yee, 

Tliou doe ft love her, becaufc thou knowft I love her. 
And for my fake even fo doth flic abufe me. 

Suffering my friend for my fake to approve her. 
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